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“The Bible very seldom speaks of death by its 
own ugly name; it rather chooses to use ex- 
pressions which veil its pain and terror ; and so 
does common speech. But the reason in the 
two cases is exactly opposite : the Bible will not 
call death ‘death,’ because it is not a bit afraid 
of it; the world will not call death ‘death,’ 
because it is so very much afraid of it.”— 
A. Macraren, D.D. 


TO 
THE BEREAVED 
IN 
LENZIE UNION CHURCH, 
TO WHOM, IN VARIOUS WAYS, 
MANY OF ITS LESSONS HAVE BEEN ADDRESSED, 
AND FROM WHOM OTHERS OF THEM 
HAVE BEEN LEARNED, 
THIS LITTLE BOOK 


Is 


AFFECTIONATELY INSCRIBED. 


* Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow 
of death, I will fear no evil ; for Thou art with me: Thy 
rod and Thy staff, they comfort me.” —PSALM xxiii. 5. 


PREFATORY NOTE. 


Tuts book has been written for Mourners 
in Zion, and for those who, through fear 
of death, are subject to bondage, in the 
hope that, with the Divine blessing, it 
may help them to take and to use the 
victory which God gives through Jesus 
Christ. 

May the Comforter bless for these ends 


whatever of His truth is herein set forth. 
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DEATH ABOLISHED. 


“‘O death, I will be thy plagues ; O grave, I will 
be thy destruction.” —HOsEA xiii. 14. 

‘‘T am the resurrection and the life: he that be- 
lieveth in Me, though he were dead, yet shall he 
live : and whosoever liveth and believeth in Me shall 
never die.” —JOHN xi. 25, 26. 

“There shall be no more death. ... Behold, I 
make all things new.”—REV. xxi. 4, 5. 


“There is no death! What seems so is transition : 
This life of mortal breath 
Is but a suburb of the life elysian, 
Whose portal we call death.” 
LONGFELLOW. 


L 


DEATH ABOLISHED. 


ea UR Saviour Jesus Christ hath abo- 

lished death.” So wrote “ Paul 
the aged,” when awaiting martyrdom. It 
is a long-accomplished fact that he thus 
records. The statement translated lite- 
rally is, “Christ abolished death.” This 
achievement He completed when He died 
for us and rose again. The thing is over 
and gone. It is a fact of ancient history. 
It is, moreover, a matter of present ex- 
perience. For through faith in Christ 
we conquer death. Its bitterness is past ; 
its curse is exhausted. To the eye of 
sense, and in the experience of unbe- 
lievers, death is still an awful reality, a 
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thing of terror—the very king of terrors. 
Even by their own showing it is a leap 
into the dark, a coming to grief, a falling 
from their friends, a leaving of their all. 
They are therein arrested, unmasked, un- 
clothed, driven away, dragged out of the 
body like a guilty culprit from his hiding- 
place, forcibly torn from all that is dear 
tothem. To those, however, who through 
faith in Christ are one with Him, death 
is abolished. What now bears the name 
is no longer what used to bear it. In 
outward form it is the same ; but, in reality, 
it is widely different. God has created a 
new thing in the earth. The dark valley 
is transfigured. It is lustrous now with 
the light of heaven. Death is no longer 
death, Life has conquered it. - Here, 
as elsewhere, “Old things are passed 
away ; behold, all things are become new.” 

What then is death? What new good 
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is brought to us under this old form of 
evil? What do the Scriptures and the 
facts of Christian experience teach on this 
point? An answer to this inquiry will be 
given in the following pages. 


| / Ee) weed vi a — S 
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II. 


“DEATH” AN EXODUS. 


“Speak unto the children of Israel, that they go 
forward.” —EXob. xiv. 15. 


‘‘Our soul is escaped as a bird out of the snare 
of the fowlers: the snare is broken, and we are 
escaped.”— PSALM cxxiv. 7. 


“Death is swallowed up in victory.”—z Cor. 
XV. 54. 


‘* All was ended now, the hope, and the fear, and the 


sorrow, 
All the aching of heart, the restless unsatisfied 
longing, 
All the dull, deep pain, and constant anguish of 
patience !” 


LONGFELLOW. 


IL 
“DEATH” AN EXODUS. 


HE Christian’s death, as depicted 

in the Word of God, and realized 
in actual experience, is evermore a thing 
of brightness. It is, for one thing, an 
£xodus. Referring to Moses and Elias, 
on the Mount of Transfiguration, the 
Evangelist Luke relates that, in talking 
with Christ, “they spake of the decease ” 
—literally, of the exodus—“ which He 
should accomplish at Jerusalem.” The 
Apostle Peter says, in reference to his 
own approaching departure, “I will en- 
deavour that ye may be able, after my 
decease ”—literally, after my exodus—“ to 
have these things always in remembrance.” 
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To the same effect the Apostle Paul 
writes, “The time of my departure is at 
hand.” The word rendered “ departure ” 
points originally to the unfastening of a 
ship’s moorings when about to set out to 
sea, and thus intimates that death’s hand 
would but pull up the anchor or loose the 
cable which bound him to the shore of 
an evil world; that his death would be 
an emancipation; not a going hence 
merely, but a going free. And such is 
the case with all believers. Death is a 
release to them. It is a release from sin, 
—no longer does the world surround them 
with its snares, nor the flesh enwrap them 
like a poisoned garment, nor Satan assail 
them with his fiery darts. It is a release 
from toil,—death rings the bell which 
tells them of their day’s work ended and 
of their eternal rest begun. It is a release 
from suffering and sorrow,—“ They shall 
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hunger no more, neither thirst any more; 
neither shall they have any more pain.” 
It is a release from perplexity and fear,— 
anointed with the eye-salve of death, they 
see as they are seen and know as they are . 
known; they have mysteries to delight them 
still, but they have no longer any to distress 
them. It is a release from exile,—death 
frees them from the enemy’s country and 
embarks them on the sea, on whose farther 
shore is the better country they desire. 
Even from death itself is death release 
to them. All through life they are sub- 
ject to its power. It is ever nigh them, 
ever dogging their steps, and often pricking 
them with its spear-point. Their “battle 
of life” is a life-long battle with death. 
But whenever death kills them, they are 
put beyond its power. After that, it can 
do no more. It overwhelms, not their 
life with death, but their death with life. 
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In dying, they but lose their life to find 
it; and they find it then a deathless life. 
They are not death’s; death is theirs. 
This world is the land of the dying ; that of 
the living is “the land beyond the river.’ 
No doubt men are sinners, and “the 
wages of sin is death:” but Christ has 
put away sin ; and now, where “sin reigned 
in death,” * Christ reigns as our new 
and living way to God and heaven. The 
light of life which we have in Him, so 
far from being quenched in the night 
of death, rises through it into a brighter 
day. For, just as the light of the setting 
sun mounts slowly upward from the church- 
wall, first to the roof, then to the spire, 
and, finally, to the sky above all, so,— 
“The souls of those that die 


Are but sunbeams lifted higher.” 


“The body without the spirit is dead,” 


* Revised Version. 
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but the spirit without the body is zo# dead. 
Death is but a departure ; it is only the 
spirit leaving the body. Our deceased 
friend in Christ is not lying in that clay- 
cold form,—in that coffin,—in that grave. 
His precious dust is there; but not his 
dear, thinking, loving self. He is risen; 
he is with Christ; he lives in Christ. 
Death’s work is not to kill but to quicken ; 
not to enslave, but to liberate. He comes 
to the believing soul, “here in this body 
pent,” as the angel came to the imprisoned 
Peter, when he lighted up the dungeon, 
smote him on the side, awoke him, broke 
his fetters, and led him out through the 
iron gate into the city. He is “black but 
comely ;” a new friend in the garb of an 
old foe. His hands are the hands of 
Esau, but his voice is the voice of Jacob. 
Hence these words of David, “Thou wilt 
shew me the path of life;” and of Paul, 
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“Thanks be to God which giveth us the 
victory through our Lord Jesus Christ ;” 
snd of Montgomery,— 


“By death I shall escape from death, 
And life immortal gain ;” 


and of William Cullen Bryant, in his 
“Hymn to Death,’”— 


_ “The world hath slandered thee 

And mocked thee. On thy dim and shadowy 
brow 
They place an iron crown, and call thee king 
Of terrors, and the spoiler of the world. 
. . - [am come to speak 

Thy praises... 

Who are thine accusers ?—Who ? 
The living! They who never felt thy power, 
And know thee not ... 

But the good— 

Does he whom thy kind hand dismissed to peace, 
Upbraid the gentle violence that took off 
His fetters, and unbarred his prison cell?” 


Richter strikingly remarks, ‘When the 
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unknown hand sends the last arrow at the 
head of man, he bends, and the arrow 
merely takes off the crown of thorns from 
his wounds.” 

John Owen, when lying on his death- 
bed, dictated to his amanuensis, in a letter 
to a friend, the words, “I am yet in the 
land of the dying ; but I hope soon to be 
in the land of the living.” 

When Ernest John, a little child, son 
of the great Zinzendorf, was nearing death, 
and was asked, “Is Ernest dying?” he 
answered, “‘No, I am not going to die, 
though they say so; it is only pain that 
dies.” 

On a recent Easter Eve, a young lady, 
when dying, said, “I am just like a bird 
in acage, and I am struggling to get out.” 
And, shortly thereafter, she did get out; 
for, early on Easter morning, the cage was 
opened by her risen Lord; when, at once, 
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she escaped to be with Him, the song of 
her heart being,— 


“Jesus, Lover of my soul, 
Let me to Thy bosom fly!” 


George Herbert remarks that Death 
was once a hideous thing, but that Christ 
put blood and colour into her face, and 
sent her with a welcome message for 
him. 

Toa lady, whose husband had just been 
drowned when boating in Lough Neagh, 
the late Dr. William Robertson of Irvine 
wrote, saying, “The horse (pale horse) and 
his rider that appeared suddenly upon the 
banks, like Pharaoh and his horsemen 
on the banks of the Red Sea, have them- 
selves been overwhelmed in the water, as: 
theirs were in pursuing the Israelites, who 
passed through the water unharmed and 
rosé with the morning light upon the 


“ Death” an Exodus. 27 


farther shore and shouted, ‘Sing to the 
Lord.’” 

When, some time afterwards, he himself 
was dying, he remarked to a friend, ‘‘ They 
say there’s an enemy in this valley, but I 
have never seen him.” 

His brother, the late Rev. James Robert- 
son of Newington, Edinburgh, when stand- 
ing beside the open grave into which had 
just been lowered the remains of an old 
disciple, who had for many years been deaf, 
whispered to the writer, ‘The Lord hath 
now said to her, ‘ Ephphatha.’” * 

In like manner, death is the Pool of 
Siloam, in which, as directed by Him, the 
Master’s blind disciples wash and receive 
their sight. They come to it with the clay 
upon their darkened eyes ; but they go forth 
from it, on the farther side, seeing. No 
sooner does Christ touch, with the fingers 


* Mark vii. 34. 
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of death, “‘the body of our humiliation ” 
belonging to any believer, saying, “TI will, 
be thou clean,” than lo! he is for ever 
loosed from his infirmity. 

Death is also a fight. But, as in “the 
battle of life,” so here; faith grasps, not 
the struggle only, but also the victory. 
We overcome “ by the blood of the Lamb.” 
“We are more than conquerors through 
Him that loved us.” ‘‘ This is the victory 
that overcometh the world, even our faith.” 
* Kill us you can, injure us you cannot,” 
was Justin Martyr’s reply to the threat of 
his heathen persecutors; and he at the 
same time warned them that, by subjecting 
any Christian to martyrdom, they were 
but injuring themselves, while conferring 
unspeakable blessing on the martyr. And 
so, what follows when the “battle of 
death” is over? What of the fighter when 
the muster takes place? Has he fallen? 
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Nay, but having done all, he stands 
He is still upon his feet; and he is still, 
moreover, all “attention” to his Captain’s 
voice. 

“Here!” eagerly exclaimed one day 
a dying Christian soldier. When asked 
what he wanted, he answered, “They are 
calling the Roll-cail in heaven, and I was 
answering to my name.” ‘This devout 
imagination was, we may assume, only an 
anticipation of what, shortly afterwards, 
practically occurred. 

Nor is this a rare experience among the 
people of Christ To every one of them 
He gives, through death, release from 
death. It is, therefore, open to each of 
them to say to Him, “ All the days of my 
appointed time will I wait till my change 
come. ‘Thou shalt call, and I will answer 
Thee.” 

Thus is death to the bel‘ever a veritable 
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Exodus—not an arrest, but a rescue; not 
an imprisonment, but an enfranchisement. 
It does for him what the fire of Nebuchad- 
nezzar’s furnace did for the three faithful 
Hebrews who were cast into it, when it 
burned their cords but did not singe a 
single hair of their heads,—thus freeing 
them to walk unhurt with the mysterious 
Fourth ; or what the refiner’s fire does for 
the precious metals subjected to its action, 
when, by ridding them of their dross, it 
makes them finally fit for the Palace of 
the King. It comes not to increase his 
troubles, but to end them; not to impair 
his joys, but to complete them. Even in 
his best estate he has not yet attained, 
neither is he already perfect. Thus is it 
with his character. He is good, but not 
perfect ; holy, but not sinless. When he 
would do good, evil is present with him. 
There aretimes, even, when he can scarcely 
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refrain from sins that are great and vile ; 
when by nothing short of a painful wrest- 
ling can he keep his base corruptions from 
struggling up to kiss the lips of some foul 
iniquity. So is it likewise with his happi- 
ness. It, too,is incomplete. He is joyful 
in the Lord, but not wholly so. Every 
sweet has its bitter; every rose its thorn; 
every light its shadow; while, beyond his 
actual troubles, there are multitudes more 
to which he is constantly liable. From 
all these evils, however, and from all these 
risks, death sets him completely and for 
ever free. On to its gloomy portal they 
follow him; but through it they cannot 
pass. Having crossed its threshold, he 
is where they can never again come near 
him. The waters which parted to make a 
way of escape for him through the Sea of 
Death, have returned and overwhelmed 
his enemies ; and on the safe side of it he 


32 The Transfigured Valley. 


now stands and sings the song of Moses, 
saying, “Thy right hand, O Lord, is 
become glorious in power: Thy right 
hand, O Lord, hath dashed in pieces the 
enemy. ... Thou didst blow with Thy 
wind, the sea covered them: they sank 
as lead in the mighty waters. Who is 
like unto Thee, O Lord, among the gods ? 
Who is like Thee, glorious in holiness, 
fearful in praises, doing wonders?” 

The Christian’s death is thus not a | 
defeat, but a deliverance; not a capture, 
but an escape; and his grave is not a 
prison, but a sure and peaceful refuge. 

“THERE THE WICKED CEASE FROM 
TROUBLING } AND THERE THE WEARY BE 
AT REST.” 


ity 


“DEATH” A HOME-COMING. 


“J will dwell in the house of the Lord for ever.”—~ 
PSALM xxiii. 6. : 


““Bring My sons from far, and My daughters from 
the ends of the earth.”—IsA. xliii. 6. 


‘‘They shall come from the east, and from the 
west, and from the north, and from the south, and 
shall sit dqwn in the kingdom of God.” —LUKE xiii. 29. 


**Say, why should friendship grieve for those 
Who safe arrive on Canaan's shore ? 
Released from all their hurtful foes, 
They are not lost, but gone before.” 
CLARKE, 


**O happy, happy land! in thee 
Shines the unveiled Divinity, 
Shedding through each adoring breast 
A holy calm, a halcyon rest. 
And those blest souls whom death did sever, 
Have met to mingle joys for ever.” 
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ROM the Bible and from Christian 

experience we also learn that the 
believer’s death is a Home-coming. Thus, 
God said to Moses, “ Die in the mount 
whither thou goest up, and be gathered 
unto thy people; as Aaron thy brother 
died in Mount Hor, and was gathered 
unto his people;” and David exclaimed, 
concerning his deceased child, “I shall 
go to him ;” and Christ addressed to His 
trembling disciples these comforting words, 
“In My Father’s house are many mansions 
. .. I go to prepare a place for you;” 
and Paul wrote to Christian mourners in 
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Thessalonica, “Our Lord Jesus Christ 
died for us, that whether we wake or sleep, 
we should live together with Him.” The 
believer, in quitting his earthly house of 
this tabernacle, does not cease to be; he 
but passes into a better house—into his 
final and eternal home. When, at the 
close of day, the shopman puts the 
shutters on the windows of his place of 
business, locks the door, and takes his 
departure, the previously bright and busy 
scene is silent, lonely, and dismal-looking. 
It is not so, however, with the man him- 
self. For, amid the comforts and joys of 
home, he is outspoken, blithesome, and 
buoyant. As his presence there is a new 
joy to those who have welcomed his 
arrival, so in turn their loved society is a 
new joy to him. It is even so with the 
child of God whom death has called away. 
His frail tabernacle is deserted and dis- 
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solved, but he himself has gone into the 
Palace-Home of his King-Father, whose 
name is Love, and into renewed fellow- 
ships with his dear ones in Christ who 
entered it before him. This cheering view 
appears in many of our hymns, such as 
those containing the familiar words, 
“Heaven is my home,”—“ Jerusalem, my 
happy home,”—‘‘ My Father’s house on 
high,”—“‘ Come, let us join our friends 
above.” Why have these hymns been 
written? Why are they so popular? And 
why is such favour shown to books which 
speak of heaven as our home, and of 
death as a coming home? It is even 
because this view of things is peculiarly 
dear to Christian hearts. 

Lavater of Zurich breathed out his soul 
in the expressive benediction, ‘ Blessed 
are the home-sick, for they shall reach 
home.” 
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Johann G. Hamann of East Prussia, 
viewing our sorrow in this world as “the 
“one proof that we are not at home in it,” 

called it “‘this holy home-sickness.” 

Thomas Halyburton, when lying on his 
death-bed, exclaimed, ‘‘ Blessed be the 
day that I was born! I have a father and 
a mother in heaven; ten brothers and 
sisters in heaven; and I am the eleventh. 
Blessed be the day that I was born!” 

Mr. Erskine of Linlathen, when nearing 
his end, said, ‘I know many persons in 
the other world, and I would like to see 
them again.” 

Samuel Medley,* who had once served 
in the British Navy, spoke in dying as if. 
he had been watching the points of a com- 
pass on a homeward voyage. His last 


* Author of the hymn beginning, “ Awake my 
soul, in joyful lays.” 
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words were, “ Two points more; now only 
one point more. How sweet the port 
after the storm! Dying is sweet work! 
Home! Home! Hallelujah! Glory! 
Home! Home!” 

John B. Gough wrote in his diary, on 
the day of his death, the two words, 
“ Going home.” 

The late Rev. James Nicoll of Free 
St. Stephen’s Church, Glasgow, when 
nearing his end, whispered these same two 
words, “Going home.” Just then, also, 
a friend was reading a letter from him, 
in which, after referring to the death of a 
much-valued member of his congregation, 
he added, “So we go; so we gather.” 

Almost the last words of the late Sir 
Peter Coats were, ‘Nearly home.” 

In the memoir of Thomas Rosie, with 
whom began the West Coast Mission in 
Scotland, it is related of an old Christian 
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seaman that, on his death-bed, when two 
old friends called and asked him if his 
hope was good, he answered, “ Land 
ahead!” When they called again and 
repeated their inquiry, he said, “I am 
rounding the point.” On their third 
visit, when they asked him if heaven was 
in view, he exerted all his remaining 
strength, sat up in bed, exclaimed, “ Let 
go the anchor!” and then, falling back 
on his pillow, expired. 

“She never spoke of this,” said a 
sorrowing but much-comforted father, as 
he pointed down into the open grave 
where he had just deposited the remains 
of a beloved daughter,—“She never spoke 
of this, but only of going to heaven.” 

“There is no bitterness in it,” re- 
marked another, in reference to the death 
of his only surviving son; and what en- 
abled him to speak thus of the bereave- 
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ment which had made him sorely desolate, 
was the thought of his son’s Christ-like 
life and joyful death. The latter, when 
dying, had expressed his unbounded de- 
light at the prospect of getting so soon— 
“ HOME.” 

As for the relation between death as an 
Exodus and death as a Home-coming,— 
the two are one. The Exodus zs the 
Home-coming. To depart is to be with 
Christ. To be absent from the body is to 
be present with the Lord. 

When the Israelites had crossed the 
Red Sea they had still a great wilderness 
between them and the promised land. 
But there is no such intermediate region 
between earth and heaven. Our only 
experience corresponding to that of the 
Israelites in the desert is what we are 
having now. ‘Dying, and behold we 
live,” is the scriptural account of our 
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present condition; but whenever our 
dying ends in death, we get “ life more 
abundantly.” The boundary between 
earth and heaven is quickly crossed when 
once we come to it. 


“Death, like a narrow sea, divide 
This heavenly land from ours, 


Nay, it is only a river, or even but a 
narrow shallow stream. To some that 
river is broad, and deep, and rushing; 
but to those who are strong in faith it is 
pleasantly otherwise. The words of the 
angel-guides to Bunyan’s pilgrims are ever 
true, ‘You shall find it deeper or shallower 
as you believe in the King of the place.” 

One tells of an old school companion 
that the boy’s last word to his mother 
was, “I find Jordan but an ordinary 
stream.” 

Another relates of his sister that, when 
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dying, she said, “The river is almost 
dry.” 

The writer once met an old Christian 
matron who was troubled with two great 
fears, namely, the fear of dying and the 
fear of crossing the Tay Bridge at Dundee, 
but who was ultimately helped over these 
anxieties in the following manner. In 
journeying home on one occasion to 
Dundee, she kept anxiously asking her 
fellow-passengers every few minutes, ‘‘ Are 
we near the Tay Bridge yet?” She could 
not enjoy her journey through thinking 
of what might happen in the last part of 
it; and her monotonous question, ‘‘ Are 
we near the Tay Bridge yet?” was apt to 
weary, if it did not amuse, those beside 
her. Happily, at one part of her journey, 
she, for a little while, forgot her trouble, 
something else having attracted her atten- 
tion, The result was that when she re- 
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turned to her old sad theme, saying, with 
redoubled pathos, ‘‘ Are we near the Tay 
Bridge yet?” she was mirthfully answered, 
“ Near it! Why, we are almost over it!” 
This led her to reflect that not improbably 
she would be all but over the river of 
death before knowing that she had been 
fairly launched on it; and that dying 
would be a much simpler and easier thing 
than she had long suspected. And such, 
at length, was her actual experience. 

“‘T cannot say that I have felt the pains 
of death yet,” said another aged disciple 
when dying. But she had not long 
uttered the words when she expired. 
Her anticipations of what the “pains of 
death ” would be were happily dis- 
appointed. 

It is true that dying is sometimes so 
sore a struggle that even the mere sight 
of it is inexpressibly painful. With the 
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temptation, however, God makes a way 
of escape for His people, that they may 
be able to bear it. And so, whenever 
death comes to any of them, heaven comes 
with it. Quick as thought is the voyage 
from the earthly to the heavenly shore. 
“The parting sigh their fetters breaks ; 
We scarce can say, ‘They’re gone,’ 


Before the willing spirit takes 
Its station near the throne,” 


“Death come is past ; 

Death is the crown of lifes 

Death wounds to cure: 

We fall, we rise, we reign!” 
So much indeed is this the case, that 
those who witness the believer’s death get 
something like a glimpse into the spiritual 
world as it opens to receive him. 

When Mr. Erskine was dying, Dr. John ° 
Brown, his medical attendant, wrote con- 
cerning him to a friend, saying, ‘God 
only knows what an awful thing it is to be 
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so near Heaven as I am when near him. 
He is past all fear and darkness. He is 
falling asleep as a child in its mother’s 
bosom. Perfect peace.” 

The Immortal Dreamer gives expression © 
to this thought when, referring to the 
entrance of his pilgrims into the Celestial 
City, he says, ‘‘ Now, just as the gates were 
opened to let in the men, I looked in 
after them.” 

Thus, true it is and of verity that death 
is the believer's Home-coming. While he 
is at home in the body, he is absent from 
the Lord. His present communion with 
Christ and with his fellow-believers is only 
an earnest of the happy fellowships await- 
ing him in the future life; and death 
translates him from the lower privilege to 
the higher. Its work of separating is, at 
the same time, a work of uniting. And 
such is the joy of this union that, for the 
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sake of it, we may with calmness await 
the stroke by which it is to be effected. 
The communion of saints enjoyed by us 

now, though real and blessed, is yet far | 
from complete. A feeling of loneliness 
continues to cling to us. ‘After all 
communion we dwell as upon islands, 
dotted over a great archipelago, each upon 
his little rock with the sea dashing between 
us; but the time comes when, if our 
hearts are set upon that great Lord, whose 
presence makes us one, there shall be no 
more sea, and all isolated rocks shall be 
parts of a great continent. Death sets the 
solitary in families. We are here like 
travellers plodding lonely through the 
night and the storm, and then crossing 
the threshold into the great hall full of 
friends.”* Our social as well as all our 


* A. Maclaren, D.D. 
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other wants will be completely met in the 
country that is an heavenly. In all the 
full meaning of the word, heaven will be 
“home” to us. We shall be there, in 
our Father’s house, under our Father’s 
eye, with our Kinsman-Redeemer, and 
with all our glorified fellow-heirs. This 
society, moreover, will be in all respects 
congenial. There will be nothing in it to 
cause us pain; but everything to give us 
pleasure. And equally satisfied will all 
be with our society. In them and in us 
the likeness to Christ will be perfected. 
Thus will our home-joys be complete. 

‘* AND SO SHALL WE EVER BE WITH THE 
LorD.” 


IV. 


“ DEATH” A SLEEP. 


« 
ny 


“Is the child dead? «ee He is dead.”— 
2 SAM. xii. 19. : 


“Is it well with the child? ... It is well.”— 
2 KINGS 1Vv. 26. 


“ Sweetly sleep’st thou on thy bier ; 
Heaven, ’twould seem, is very near ; 
Little Wilfrid, thou art here.” 
R. GILLESPIE. 


‘uur friend Lazarus sleepeth.”—JOHN xi. II. 


*« God’s finger touched him and he slept.” 
‘TENNYSON. 


‘© What is death? Oh! what is death? 
”Tis slumoer to the weary— 
Tis rest to the forlorn— 
*Tis shelter to the dreary— 
*Tis peace amid the storm— 
Tis the entrance to our home— 
*Tis the passage to that God 
Who bids His children come 
When their weary course is trod. 
Such is death! yes, such is death 1” 
ANON 


IV. 


SO EVA DE a Am SE EI P. 


ROM the same sources we further 

learn that the believer’s death is a 
Sleep. ‘Therein, at the close of life’s toil- 
some day, he quietly goes to rest. “‘ David, 
after he had served his own generation by 
the will of God, fell on sleep.” ‘Stephen 
fell asicep:”. “They rest from their 
labours.” This view of death has been 
full of solace to the people of God in all 
ages; and very specially in times of toil, 
and pain, and weariness. It has been 
quite a relief to them, in such circum- 
stances, to think of the grave as a bed 
of rest. 
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When Jung Stilling, a Gerrean pro- 
fessor, was dying, at the close of a long 
and laborious life, he breathed out his 
soul, saying, “Lord, cut the thread and 
give me rest.” 

The last words of Dr. Cuyler’s mother 
were, “Kiss me, good-night. I am going 
to sleep.” 

A devoted young Christian woman, 
whom the writer visited in her last illness, 
said one day, “T’ll go to sleep now,” and 
then expired. 

“You may stop there,” said a dying 
man recently to his minister,—the latter 
having just quoted to him the lines,— 


“When gathering clouds around I view, 
And days are dark, and friends are few, 
On Him I lean a 


“You may stop there ; that half line’s 
eneuch for me,—‘ On Him I lean.?” And 
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resting thus on his all-gracious Redeemer, 
he soon passed away. 

“How are you to-day, sir?” asked 
Paxton Hood of a beloved friend of his, 
when the latter was nearly gone. To this 
the dying man replied, “ My head is rest- 
ing very sweetly on three pillows—infinite 
power, infinite love, infinite wisdom.” 
Thus was he quietly composing himself 
to fall “asleep in Jesus,” which, soon 
afterwards, he did. 

Another, in the like circumstances, 
when one quoted to him the lines,— 

“ Jesus can make a dying bed 

Feel soft as downy pillows are; 

While on His breast I lean my head, 

And breathe my life out sweetly there: ”— 
feelingly repeated the words, ‘my head,” 
and then expired. 

Thus gently fall on the ears of His 
weary ones these words of the Lord Jesus 
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—words which, as was remarked by the 
late Dr. Leckie of Ibrox, have done more 
good in the world than any other words 
ever spoken in it,—‘“ Come unto Me, all 
ye that labour and are heavy laden, and 
I will give you rest,”—literally, “I will 
rest you,” z.¢, “I will pillow your head 
on My bosom, I Myself will be your 
rest.” Even now, in what men call “this 
weary world,” believers find rest in the 
Lord. But “the rest that remaineth ” 
for them, beyond this mortal life, is the 
very perfection of rest. It is God’s own 
rest; even the infinite calm in which, 
eternally, He dwells. In this world they 
are often weary, and, at times, very dis- 
tressingly so. They are weary in body. 
The incessant round of toil exhausts 
‘hem ; for, though man doth not live by 
bread alone, yet man lives by bread ; and 
his he must earn by the sweat of his 
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face. They are weary in mind. They 
have hard problems to solve, perplexing 
mysteries to unravel, troublesome doubts 
to allay ; and, through fighting with these 
things, their spirits are sometimes very 
sorely fagged. They are weary in heart. 
A multiplicity of trials has filled them 
with despondency. Some are heart-weary 
with the cares of business; others with 
sore strugglings against indwelling corrup- 
tions ; others with the humiliating sense 
of having fallen before temptation ; others 
with grief for the sins, or the sufferings, 
or the death of friends peculiarly dear 
to them; and others with anxiety as to 
what may be in store for them in the 
future. For a time they may be strong 
and of a good courage. But when their 
troubles last for months or years together, 
their patience gives way, their fortitude 
fails them, their spirits sink, they lose 
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heart, their hope grows dim, their fears 
wax strong and terrible. They fear that 
their afflictions are irreconcilable with 
God’s love to them. ‘They suspect that 
God does not love them nor care for 
them. They are strongly tempted to 
sink into blank despair. Thus, Job 
cursed the day of his birth ; and Jacob 
cried, ‘‘ All these things are against me ;” 
and David groaned, “I am cut off from 
before Thine eyes;” and Asaph mur- 
mured, “Will the Lord cast off for 
ever?” and Israel complained, “My way 
is hid from the Lord ;” and Zion said, 
“My Lord hath forgotten me.” But, to 
all His weary ones, the Lord gives rest 
in the sleep of death. ‘Thus He rests 
their weary body in the -bosom of its 
mother earth, their weary mind in the 
unveiled vision of His glory, and their 
weary heart in the full fruition of His 
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love. Thus, beyond all their former 
experience, He Himself becomes their 
mest. They “sleep in Jesus;” their 
Saviour is their cemetery. And, sleeping 
thus, they ‘‘shall do well.” ‘“ Blessed are 
the dead which die in the Lord from 
henceforth: yea, saith the Spirit, that 
they may rest from their labours; and 
their works do follow them.” 


“Rest, weary head! Lie down to slumber in 
the peaceful tomb: 
Light from above has broken through its gloom. 
Here in the place where once thy Saviour lay, 
Where He shall wake thee on a future day, 
Like a tired child upon its mother’s breast, 
Rest, sweetly rest!” 


“So He GivETH His BELOVED SLEEP ” 


Vv 


“DEATH” AN AWAKING. 


The evening and the morning were the first 
day.”—GEN. i. 5. 
“Weeping may endure for a night, but joy cometh 
in the morning.” — PSALM xxx. 5. 


“TI sleep, but my heart waketh.”—CANT. v. 2. 


“Dark, dark hath been the midnight, 
But dayspring is at hand, 
And glory—glory dwelleth 
In Immanuel’s land.” 
AD RaGs 
‘*When the darkness melts away 
At the breaking of the day, 
Bid us hail the cheering ray, 
Light for evermore !” 
ELLERTON. 


V. 
“DEATH” AN AWAKING. 


O the child of God death is, more- 
over, an Awaking. Thus he rises 

into the light of a new day. It is only the 
body that sleeps in death. The spirit then 
becomes more thoroughly awake than ever. 
Though, as compared with his unconverted 
state, the believer’s present condition is 
as day to night, yet, as compared with 
what will be the case with him when this 
life is ended, his present condition is as 
night to day. In the coming of death to 
the believer HE comes whose “ going 
forth is prepared as the morning.” Death 
is to him a day-dawn. “The path of the: 


U 
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just is as the shining light, that shineth 
more and more unto the perfect day.” 
The believer’s present experience is like 
that of the forenoon traveller, who is going 
in the same direction as the sun. He 
sees the sunlight, but not the sun. He, 
therefore, sees also his own shadow, 
which, in the early part of the day, is 
quite gigantic. It alarmingly magnifies 
his every movement. He forgets, at times, 
that it is the shadow of himself that he 
is looking at. He views it as the shadow 
of death—which, in a way, it is—and 
trembles at the sight of it. But as 
his life advances, as the day moves on, 
as the sun climbs higher and higher up 
the heavens, as he approaches death, lo! 
the shadow of it becomes less and less 
formidable. And so, when the sun has 
reached its zenith, when it is right above 
him, when at last death has come—where 
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isdeath? Gone! And where its shadow? 
Beneath his feet! All around him now, 
as well as all above him, is brilliantly clear. 
Nor think that there is aught in this 
tropical light to scorch him; it but brings 
a new quickening to his life. To those 
whom he has left behind him in the valley 
the shadow is still dark and chilly; it is 
even more so than ever, because of his 
removal. Of himself, however, it is true 
that, through death, he has passed into 
the world beyond the shadows. Nor will 
this noontide splendour be evanescent. 
There will be no afternoon, no setting sun, 
no more night. The only change will be 
from high noon to a noon still higher ; 
even to that of the resurrection day. To 
the same effect are these words of Paul, 
“The night is far spent, the day is at 
hand;” and of John Bunyan, “ Oh, me- 
thought this life is but a slumber in 
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comparison with that above;” and of 
the dying Thomas Scott, ‘This is heaven 
begun. I have done with darkness for 
ever.” So, when Christ is advancing to any 
believer to call him hence, we may think 
of Him as saying to His glorified people 
beside Him, “Our friend sleepeth ; but 
I go that I may awake him out of sleep.” 
And, accordingly, when the believing soul 
is just quitting the body, his experience 
may be like that of Jairus’ daughter, when 
Jesus took her by the hand, and said to 
her, “ ‘Talitha-cumi ”—“ Damsel, arise.” 
For, even as she then opened her eyes to 
see Him who had just summoned her from 
the dead, so, at and by means of death, 
the believer is awakened to see the face 
and to hear the voice of his beloved 
Redeemer. This may explain why often, 
just as the believer is passing away from 
earth, his countenance is illumined by a 
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light that speaks of heaven,—“ A light that 
never shone on sea or land.” In a very 
special sense these words are then fulfilled 
to him,—“I shall behold Thy face in 
righteousness ; I shall be satisfied, when 
I awake, with Thy likeness.” 

Nor is his happiness disturbed by any 
thought about his sleeping dust ; for he has 
the assured hope of a glorious resurrec- 
tion. “It is good that a man should both 
hope and quietly wait for the salvation of 
the Lord;” “To depart and to be with 
Christ is far better;” but beyond this 
“good,” and beyond that “ better,” there is 
a best,—even that which will be his blessed- 
ness on the resurrection morning when, 
in both body and soul, he shall be a 
perfect man, wearing the perfect image of 
the all-perfect Son of man; and the con- 
fident expectation of this coming glory 
fills him now with unceasing joy. His 
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body’s dissolution is no trouble to himself, 
however it may distress his mourning sur- 
vivors. Nor has he any feeling of im- 
patience as he looks for ‘‘ the adoption, to 
wit, the redemption of the body.” “He 
that believeth shall not make haste.” 
Having become a son and heir at his 
conversion, and having at death reached 
majority, he now contentedly awaits the 
public celebration of his coming of age. 
He has come to his kingdom; and he 
joyfully anticipates his coronation day. 
His hope of the resurrection of his body, 
so far from disturbing his present rest, 
only makes it the more intensely restful. 
He rejoices in hope of the glory of God. 
The believer’s death is thus a blessed 
mingling of extremes. Therein he quits 
home and comes home; lies down and 
rises up; sleeps and wakes; welcomes 
night and hails the morning. Nor do 
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these experiences war against each other. 
They are but different aspects of the 
same experience. “The evening and the 
morning are ome Day.” In the same song, 
on the same key, with the same spirit, he 
sings, — 


“ Abide with me! fast falls the eventide ; 
The darkness deepens; Lord, with me abide!” 


And,— 


“Heaven’s morning breaks, and earth’s vain 
shadows flee : 
In life, and death, O Lord, abide with me!” 


No sooner does any believing soul fall 
into the sleep of death, than Jesus awakes 
him, saying,— 
“RISE UP, MY LOVE, MY FAIR ONE, 
AND COME AWAY.” 


VI. 


“DEATH” AN APOCALYPSE. 


«¢] knew a man in Christ, . . . how that he was 
caught up into Paradise, and heard unspeakable 
words, which it is not lawful for a man to utter.”— 
2 Cor. xii. 2, 4. 


“Come up hither, and I will shew thee things 
which must be hereafter.” —REV. iv. 1. 


“Death to a good man is but passing through a 
dark entry, out of one little dusky room of his 
Father’s house into another that is fair and large, 
lightsome and glorious, and divinely entertaining.” — 
A, CLARKE. 


‘*She is gone! . . . No longer here ; she is there : 
gazing, seeing, knowing, loving, as the blessed only 
see, and know, and love. 

“Earth has one angel less, and heaven one more, 
since yesterday. Already, kneeling at the throne, 
she has received her welcome, and is resting on the 
bosom of her Saviour. If human love have power to 
penetrate the veil (and hath it not ?), then there are 
yet living here a few who have the blessedness of 
knowing that an angel loves them.”—-HAWTHORN. 


VL 
“DEATH” AN APOCALYPSE. 


ROM the fact just adverted to, that 

through death the child of God 
awakens into a world where all is clear, it 
follows that death is to him an Afocalypse. 
As the sunshine hides the stars, so the 
light of this mortal life conceals from us 
the things of eternity; but as “night 
sheweth knowledge” by revealing to us 
the vastness of creation, so death unveils 
to us the mysteries of the life to come. 
The new and living way which Christ 
hath consecrated for us into the holiest, 
leads through the veil, that is to say, His 
flesh. While He was dwelling in His 
mortal body, it was, even to Himself, a 
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thick veil—a shut door, excluding Him 
from the heavenly world. So soon, how- 
ever, as death drew aside the veil and 
opened the door, the glory of the Father’s 
house was given to Him, and in Him, to 
us. Our own mortality, it is true, still 
hides it from us. Even the now opened 
heaven we see not. But death rends the 
veil, and lo! at evening time, it is light, 
Then the felicities of heaven are made 
ours ; the shadow of death is turned into 
the morning ; and, looking right up into 
the face of Christ, we see Him as He is. 
In the present life, we see Him through 
a glass darkly. We have only a broken 
and shadowy view of His features. It is 
as if we were gazing at Him through a 
window made of an imperfectly transparent 
substance, or at the reflection of His face 
from a mirror of burnished brass, into 
which He was looking from behind us. 
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In either case we get a poor idea of what 
He is like. But death so ren.oves the 
intervening window, or so turns us round, 
that we see Him face to face. 


“Life, like a dome of many-colour’d glass, 
Stains the white radiance of eternity.” * 


But, by the stroke of death, this dome is 
demolished, and the light of heaven, in all 
its bright and joyous effulgence, pours 
into and floods our spirits. It even looks 
at times as if, when the work of death is 
yet only in progress, the soul gets glimpses, 
through the widening chinks of its house of 
clay, into the glories of the spiritual world. 

When Mr. Nicoll was “going home ” 
he said to a friend that he had been “ far 
ben and looked through the keyhole.” 
And, referring at another time to a child 
in his congregation who had died, saying, 


* Shelley. 
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“Lift me higher, higher, higher,” he re- 
marked that these words expressed his 
own deepest longings. In dying we rise ; 
and the higher we rise the farther we see. 
And so, when death shall have translated 
us to the mountain tops of heaven, we 
shall enjoy a view of God’s works and 
ways, of which, so long as we are in the 
narrow valleys of earth, we can have no 
conception. 

Johann G. Hamann, known to Goethe 
and others of his time as “ the Wise Man 
of the North,” wrote, ‘‘The door to the 
highest University is death.” And so, 
though our present knowledge of God and 
of things Divine is fragmentary and in- 
distinct, yet, when through the door of 
death we pass into heaven, we shall be 
altogether light in the Lord. We shall 
never be omniscient ; but our knowledge 
in eternity will have a fulness, a symmetry, 
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and a precision, at present unattainable. 
It was in allusion to this that an invalid 
minister, recently called to his rest, wrote 
to his congregation, saying, ‘““Only one 
preacher can show you what heaven is 
like ; Ze can—his name is Death.” 

Bella Cooke, in her “ Rifted Clouds,” 
relates concerning her grandmother that, 
when the latter was dying, she said to her 
daughter, ‘‘ Weep not, as I am only step- 
ping out of my Father’s kitchen into His 
parlour.” One of the blessings to which 
she thus looked forward was a fuller 
acquaintance with the glories of the 
Father’s house. The servant in some 
great house, who has never been higher 
in it than the kitchen, has little idea of 
the beauty and grandeur of the apartments 
above it. And so, when some fine day 
he is taken up into these, and made a 
sharer with the family in the enjoyments 
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to which they are there accustomed, it is 
quite a revelation to him; and it fills him 
with wonder, admiration, and delight. 
Even so is it with the believer at death. 
For then, in compliance with the Saviour’s 
invitation, “Come up higher,” he ascends 
into the mansions of the blest; where, 
despite all that he had previously heard 
of its glories, he is ready to exclaim, “* Be- 
hold the half was not told me!” One 
describes the believer’s death as— 

“Not more than the sudden lifting of a latch— 

Naught but a step into the open air out of a 

tent 

Already luminous with light.” 

Nor is it only of the things of heaven 
and of eternity that death will give us a 
clearer and fuller knowledge. It will give 
us also an understanding of the things of 
earth and of the present life, such as we 
cannot have while remaining among them. 
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When the Apostle John heard behind 
him, in Patmos, a great voice as of a 
trumpet, and turned round “to see the 
voice” that spake with him, he saw “One 
like unto the Son of Man.” And so when, 
on hearing the trumpet of death sounding 
behind us, we, in like manner, turn round, 
we too shall then see Christ. We shall 
behold Him quite filling our past. We 
shall perceive that, all along, He went 
with us, leading us ever by the right way, 
and making all things work together for 
our good ; and, unlike John, who, .on see- 
ing his Lord, fell down at His feet as 
dead, we shall then receive a new acces- 
sion of life and strength. The many 
things which Christ has yet to say to us, 
but which we cannot bear now, He will 
then rehearse to us, to our great delecta- 
tion. We do not as yet see things in 
their true proportions and relations. We 
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are too near them for that. But what we 
know not now about them, we shall know 
in that hereafter; and, thereupon, with 
overflowing gratitude and love, we shall 
thank and praise Him for taking His own 
gracious way with us, in spite of all our 
wishes to the contrary. Our present life 
contains many mysterious discords, some 
of which, when listened to by themselves, 
are perplexingly painful. But death will 
finally resolve them all, and will show us 
that the completed whole of life’s music 
has been a harmonious and consistent 
strain to the honour of our redeeming God 
in Christ. We shall still be students. 
Like the angels, we shall continue to look 
inquiringly into the things of Christ. But 
the pursuit of knowledge will be no longer 
under difficulties. It will be an unmixed, 
never-ending delight. The drudgery and 
tardiness of protracted search — often 
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ending in comparative failure—will be ex- 
changed for all the ease, and speed, and 
clearness of intuition. 
“ Oh, to be ever yonder, 
In that world of wonder! 


There’s no more shadow yonder 
In the presence of the King.” 


‘S*THINE EYES SHALL SEE THE KING 
IN HIS BEAUTY: THEY SHALL BEHOLD 
THE LAND THAT IS VERY FAR OFF.” 
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VII. 


“DEATH” A GOING TO ZION. 


««The ransomed of the Lord shall return, and come 
to Zion with songs and everlasting joy upon their 
heads: they shall obtain joy and gladness, and 
sorrow and sighing shall flee away.”—-ISA xxxv. Io. 


‘‘ Jerusalem. which is above is free, which is the 
mother of us all.” —GAL. iv. 26. 


‘‘He looked for a city which hath foundations, 
whose builder and maker is God.” —HEB. xi. ro. 


“‘T saw no temple therein: for the Lord God 
Almighty and the Lamb are the temple of it.”— 
REV. xxi. 22. 


‘“‘And to worship in this temple! to live in this 
temple ! to worship Godin God! .. . Wecan feel, O 
God, that the universe is Thy temple; we are over- 
whelmed by the thought that Thou Thyself wilt be 
the temple of the universe !” 

REv. H. MELVILL, B.D. 


VII. 
“DEATH” A GOING TO ZION. 


ROM the word of God and from the 
dying testimony of His children, we 

learn this further truth, that the believer’s 
departure from earth is a Going to Zion. 
Therein we ascend to the hill of the Lord, 
enter the temple of the skies, pass through 
the veil into the true Holy of Holies, and 
appear there before our Great High Priest, 
who, as the true Shekinah, is enthroned 
on God’s mercy seat. Our home in 
heaven is a church-home. Our Father’s 
house of many mansions is a place of 
worship. There is no temple in heaven, 
for the simple reason that heaven itself is 
one vast temple, and that all its inhabit- 
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ants are true worshippers of the Father in 
Jesus Christ His Son. 


“Ten thousand, thousand are their tongues ; 
But all their hearts are one.” 


Nay, all their voices make but one voice, 
—the voice of a great multitude,” where- 
with unweariedly they sing, “ Salvation to 
our God which sitteth upon the throne, 
and unto the Lamb.” “ Alleluia: for the 
Lord God Omnipotent reigneth.” 

Now, since death is, for the believer, a 
passing into the Upper Sanctuary, what 
is there in it to alarm him? Nothing 
whatever! Even God’s earthly Zion is 
dear to him. Thus he sings of it, ‘* Lord, 
I have loved the habitation of Thy house, 
and the place where Thine honour 
dwelleth.” ‘I was glad when they said 
unto me, Let us go into the house of the 
Lord.” Therefore should the Church 


“ Death” a Going to Zion. 85 


above, which is pre-eminently glorious, be 
specially dear to him. And such indeed 
is the fact. It is one of the chief delights 
of God’s people to think of heaven as a 
place of perfected and perpetual worship, 
and of death as an entrance into it. Very 
particularly is it thus with them in seasons 
of close communion with God, and when 
death is drawing near. 

On recovering from an illness which 
was, in a way, the beginning of the end 
with him, Dr. William Robertson said to 
a friend, “Once I felt the joy of the 
thought of awaking to hear the blowing 
of the golden trumpets on the grand 
Easter morning.” And when, afterwards, 
he was actually dying, he remarked to his 
only surviving sister, “I think the gates 
are closing in.” 

When a niece of his was dying in 
San Remo, he said to her one Sabbath 
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morning, ‘It’s a long time now since you’ve 
been at church ;” whereupon she gently 
replied, “Perhaps I’ll be there before 
you to-day ; to the general assembly and 
church of the firstborn.” And it was 
even so; for the words had not long 
been uttered when she passed into the 
heavenly sanctuary. 

“Shall I offer prayer with you?” said 
James Balfour of Dron to his cousin John 
Balfour of Brokley, when the latter was 
dying. ‘“‘ Not prayer but praise,” was the 
prompt reply. Thereupon, those beside 
the dying man sang, as best they could, 
the one hundred and forty-fifth Psalm, 
beginning,— 

“O Lord, Thou art my God and King; 
Thee will I magnify and praise.” 
And just as the singing went on, he 
passed from the worshippers at the foot- 
stool to those before the throne. 
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Of another, who had long gone regu- 
larly to church, to whose ears no sound 
had been more welcome than that of the 
Sabbath bell, and who had also taken 
a great delight in thinking of heaven as 
a place of worship, it is related that, in 
dying, when one asked him how it fared 
with him now, he, with his expiring 
breath, replied, “It’s just ringin’ in.” 

To the same effect Longfellow beauti- 
fully says, “We walk here, as it were, 
in the crypts of life. At times, from the 
great cathedral above us, we can hear 
the organ and the chanting of the choir, 
and we see the light streaming through 
the open door when some friend goes up 
before us ; and shall we fear to mount the 
narrow staircase of the grave, that leads 
us out of this uncertain twilight into the 
serene mansions of eternal life?” 

Nor can we forget, in this connection, 
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what Bunyan says when, after describing 
how Christian and Hopeful came up to 
the gate of the Celestial City, which was 
then opened for them, he adds, “ Now 
I saw in my dream that these two men 
went in at the gate; and, lo! as they 
entered, they were transfigured; and 
they had raiment put on, that shone 
like gold. There were also that met 
them with harps and crowns, and gave 
them to them, the harps to praise withal, 
and the crowns in token of honour. 
Then I heard in my dream, that all the 
bells in the city rang again for joy, and 
that it was said unto them, ‘Enter ye 
into the joy of our Lord.’ I also heard 
the men themselves that they sang with 
a loud voice, saying,— 

‘Blessing, and honour, and glory, and power, 


Be unto Him that sitteth upon the Throne, 
And unto the Lamb for ever and ever,’ 
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‘Except a corn of wheat fall into the ground and 
die, it abideth alone: but if it die, it bringeth forth 
much fruit.”"—JOHN xii. 24. 


“‘He being dead yet speaketh.”—HEB, xi. 4. 


‘‘The more they speed to grow into being, the 
more they speed towards ceasing to be. This is the 
law of them.’”—AUGUSTINE. 


‘‘The death of the righteous is like the descending 
of ripe and wholesome fruits from a pleasant and 
florid tree.””—JEREMY TAYLOR. 


‘For doubt not but that in the worlds above 
There must be other offices of love, 
That other tasks and ministries there are, 
Since it is promised that His servants, there, 
Shall serve Him still.” 
ARCHBISHOP TRENCH. 


VIII. 
“DEATH” A FRUIT-BEARING. 


HE Christian’s death is likewise 

a Fruit-bearing. The end of a 
plant is its fruit; which fruit, in turn, 
contains seeds from which other plants 
may grow. The flower or blossom, 
which some regard as the great end of 
vegetable life, is only a means to that 
end. Through its being “a thing of 
beauty” we are naturally saddened at 
seeing it fall. The plant then seems to 
be shorn of its chief attractions. But 
the seed still remaining to it is its crown- 
ing glory. It is richer now than when 
its blossom was in fullest splendour. 
Nay, the most essential part of the 
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blossom has been transformed into and 
is now preserved in the seed. We might 
call the seed a transubstantiated blossom. 
The plant has in part died into the seed ; 
and year by year this process goes on, 
until the death of the blossom is followed 
by the death of the plant itself. The 
more fruitful also a plant is, the sooner 
it dies; while, of the American aloe, it 
is true that though it may flourish for 
many years, if it does not yield blossom 
and seed, yet it no sooner produces these 
than it withers down to the ground. 

Now the Christian is like a plant in 
this respect, that though in death his 
earthly blossoms are shed, yet he passes 
then into a higher and fuller life than 
he ever knew before. Then indeed his 
life reaches its perfect fruitage. His 
outward man perishes, but his inward 
man is renewed. He sinks, but in sink- 
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ing he rises. The earth claims its own— 
his mortal body ; but his spirit claims z¢s 
own—the God of life. ‘ Better is the 
end of a thing than the beginning 
thereof.” Better is the fruit than the 
blossom. Better is the ingathering of 
autumn, when the husbandman returns 
with rejoicing, bringing his sheaves with 
him, than the sowing of the early spring, 
when with many anxieties the precious 
seed was cast by him into the furrow and 
buried out of sight. And in like manner, 
better is the day of a Christian’s death 
than the day of his birth ; for he comes 
to his grave in a full age, “like as a 
shock of corn cometh in in his season.” 
He carries with him into the eternal 
world all that is spiritually good in him. 

The believer’s death is a fruit-bearing 
both for this world and for the next. As 
to the present world, it yields good to 
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survivors. While causing loss to them in 
one way, it brings blessing to them in 
another. It was in the year that King 
Uzziah died, and amid the gloom thus 
brought upon the Jewish nation, that 
Isaiah saw the Lord, and heard the voice 
of the Lord, and was in this way fitted to 
be the Lord’s messenger to His erring 
people. The Scriptures frequently depict 
the time of the believer’s dying as a time 
of usefulness. Thus, after giving our 
Lord’s account of how the Apostle Peter 
was to die, the Evangelist adds, “This 
spake He signifying by what death he 
should glorify God.” It is assumed that 
Christians ought to glorify God in dying ; 
and that the particular kind of death by 
which any one of them is called away is 
that by which 4e should glorify God. 
Similarly, when Paul says, “I am now 
ready to be offered,” he compares his 
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death—as we know from the Greek word 
used—to a drink-offering. The Jews often 
poured oblations of wine upon their sacri- 
fices. The heathen did so too; the 
peculiarity in the latter case being that 
blood was mingled with the wine. So the 
Apostle here describes his blood-shedding 
as a drink-offering in honour of Christ’s 
sacrifice and for the promotion of His 
cause. To the same effect he wrote to 
the Philippians saying, “If I be offered” 
—literally, poured out as a libation— 
“upon the sacrifice and service of your 
faith, I joy and rejoice with you all.” 
He virtually says, “It will be a joy to me 
to suffer martyrdom, if I shall thus advance 
your faith and usefulness.” And such, at 
length, was the case with him. He died 
to the Lord. Throughout his trial, at the 
moment of his condemnation, and up to 
the article of death, he so spake and acted 
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as to bring new honour to Christ and do 
fresh service to the Gospel. It has been 
thus also with the martyrs generally. 
Their blood has been the seed of the 
Church, their dying testimony has led 
thousands into the way of life. At the 
fires which consumed them many torches 
have been lighted. The stroke which 
silenced their witnessing for Christ has 
unloosed the tongues of many more to 
speak for Him. And often still, by seeing 
the way in which believers die, souls are 
ed to Christ, and Christians are furthered 
in their way to heaven. Many a prodigal, 
many a slave of vice, many a dupe of 
infidelity has been arrested and saved by 
the influence reaching him from the death- 
bed of some devoted relative or friend, 
who had long striven in vain to bring him 
to repentance. 

The lady for whose warning the Rev. 
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Robert Murray M‘Cheyne wrote the lines 
beginning,— 


“She hath chosen the world, 
And its paltry crowd,” 


continued still a worldling. On receiving 
the manuscript, she was more amused 
than impressed by it; and with a smile 
put it into her desk, where for a long time 
it lay unheeded. When, however, aftei 
the lapse of about eleven years, she heard 
that M‘Cheyne was dead, she at once 
remembered the poem, took it out of her 
desk, and anew read its long-neglected 
warning, whereupon it struck her to the 
heart ; and she rested not until she found 
peace in believing. And now, that once 
slighted poem is lovingly treasured as 
the divinely appointed means of her con- 
version. 

When Mr. Steele, one of the two 
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pioneer missionaries of the United Pres- 
byterian Church to Rajputana, was smitten 
down in India before reaching the station 
to which he had been appointed, the sight 
of how his Christian faith enabled him 
to die constrained an Indian, who had 
previously been only an inquirer after 
the truth of the Gospel, to decide for 
Christ. 

Dr. Pierson, in his ‘‘ Crisis of Missions,” 
relates of certain Japanese people that 
they spoke admiringly of Christians as 
having “a splendid way of dying.” This 
is one reason why Christ allows His people 
to die at all. He honours Himself more 
by saving them through death than He 
would do by saving them from it. The 
chariot of fire and the horses of fire, which 
marked the translation of the Tishbite, 
were less honouring to the Lord than are 
the faith and patience, the counsels and 
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prayers of even His humblest followers in 
dying. ‘‘ Precious in the sight of the Lord 
is the death of His saints.” Some of 
them, indeed, have so met death as to 
make it appear not only less repulsive 
than it naturally is, but even positively 
attractive. When Pope describes the 
dying Christian as speaking of the “bliss 
of dying,” he draws no mere fancy picture. 
“Dying is sweet work” was one of 
Samuel Medley’s death-bed sayings. 

Mr. Spurgeon tells of one who, in the 
hour of dissolution, was so joyful that he 
said, “Is this dying? Then I should 
like to keep on dying for ever.” 

One tells me that her mother in het 
closing hours had such an exuberance 
of joy that, instead of bewailing death as 
the drawback to life, she gave the opposite 
account of it, saying to her, “Oh, 
Teenie, it is worth living—/o die /” 
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Thus, even in dying, believers may do 
good. From the vantage-ground of their 
death-bed they may address an audience 
peculiarly attentive and impressible. With 
their feeble fingers they may bind fresh 
laurels on the brow of Christ. With their 
expiring breath they may sing to Him 
a new song in the night. They may so 
demean themselves as to make beholders 
feel that it is a glorious thing to be a 
Christian. Nor think that their death, if 
sudden, will be fruitless; for if they 
zealously live for Christ, the very sudden- 
ness of their death will but startle men to 
note, admire, and imitate their wisdom in 
redeeming the time. “Die well,” wrote 
Rutherford to a friend, thus teaching that 
dying well is an important means of use- 
fulness ; more especially as men have only 
one opportunity of doing good in this 
way. But if one would die well he has 
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only to live well; and the better he lives 
the more useful will be the influence be- 
queathed by him when he dies. Let him 
be “always abounding in the work of the 
Lord,” and then, his dying, in whatever 
way it comes about, will yield blessing to’ 
survivors. 

But the believer’s death is a fruit-bear- 
ing also for the heavenly world. His 
spirit, now perfected in holiness, is itself 
fruit unto God. The Great Husbandman 
is herein gathering His wheat into His 
garner. Thus also is the believer trans- 
lated into a higher sphere of service. The 
rest which remaineth for the people of 
God is not the rest of inactivity—this 
would be no rest to souls all on fire with 
love to Christ—but it is that of joyful 
obedience. They rest ‘fon the wing.” 
They rest in God’s rest, which is the rest 
of love, which is the rest of incessant 
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well-doing. ‘My Father worketh hither- 
to.” And though, when the night of 
death comes, the work which they can 
now do for the salvation of men will be put 
beyond their reach, yet their employment 
in heaven must be in fullest harmony 
with it. For all others there are thus 
engaged. The Father hath committed 
all judgment to the Son; the Son is with 
His people always, even unto the end of 
the world; the Holy Ghost, as the Spirit 
of Christ, is ever working for, and in, and 
by them ; and the angels are all ‘ minis- 
tering spirits, sent forth to minister for 
them who shall be heirs of salvation.” It 
is a further confirmation of this view, that 
just as the believer is nearing death, his 
zeal for the service of Christ grows steadily 
stronger ; for it is not to be believed that 
this undying love is to have no gratifica- 
tion in the other world. 
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The aged Immanuel Nitzsch, when 
dying in Berlin, said, “I can no longer 
hear, or see, or work; I can only love.” 
Now, was this his immortal love denied 
all scope for its exercise in the eternal 
world into which he soon afterwards 
entered? Surely not! 

With Christmas Evans, too, who, during 
his lengthened ministry in Wales, had 
ridden or driven many thousands of miles 
on his evangelistic tours, the ruling passion 
was strong in death. To his ministerial 
friends who came to see him he addressed 
an urgent appeal to preach Christ to the 
people. Then, having repeated a verse 
from a favourite Welsh hymn, and waved 
his hand, exclaiming, “‘ Good-bye! Drive 
on!” he turned round as if to go to sleep. 
In a moment, all was over! He was 
sleeping the sleep which only the clamour 
of the archangel’s trump will break. But, 
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was he therefore done with serving Christ ? 
Impossible! In the words of his bio- 
grapher, “‘The angelic postman obeyed 
the rider—the chariot had passed over 
the everlasting hills.” 

A Zenana worker in India recently 
died there, saying, “Other sheep! Other 
sheep! Lord, bring them in!” Was there 
no work for this devoted under-shepherd 
in the fold of heaven, into which she soon 
afterwards passed? It is unbelievable. 

So is it, more or less, with every child 
of God. His love to Christ is inde- 
structible: and, in heaven as on earth, it 
will find ample work to do. Like the 
tree of life, growing on either side of the 
river of life, which bare twelve manner of 
fruits and yielded its fruit every month, 
he will then, more than ever, bring forth 
fruit to the glory of God and to his own 
ever-abounding felicity. 
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“For He hath met our longings 

With words of golden tone, 

That we ‘shall serve for ever’ 
Himself, Himself alone ; 


“Shall serve Him, and for ever; 
Oh, hope most sure, most fair} 
The perfect love outpouring 
In perfect service there!”* 


‘*WHAT ARE THESE WHICH ARE AR- 
RAYED IN WHITE ROBES? AND WHENCE 
CAME THEY? .. .. THESE ARE THEY 
WHICH CAME OUT OF GREAT TRIBULA- 
TION, AND HAVE WASHED THEIR ROBES, 
AND MADE THEM WHITE IN THE BLOOD 
OF THE LAMB. ‘THEREFORE ARE THEY 
BEFORE THE THRONE OF GOD, AND 
SERVE HIM DAy AND NIGHT IN His 
TEMPLE: AND HE THAT SITTETH ON 
THE THRONE SHALL DWELL AMONG 
THEM.” 


* F, R. Havergal. 
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** When thou passest tteeygh the waters, I will be 
with thee ; and througfi the rivers, they shall not 
overflow thee.”—ISA. xliii 2. 


“It was now dark, and Jesus was not come to 
them. And the sea arose by reason of a great wind. 
that blew.” “And in the fourth watch of the night 
Jesus went unto them, walking on the sea. And 
when the disciples saw Him walking on the sea, 
they were troubled, saying, It is a spirit; and they 
cried out for fear. But straightway Jesus spake unto 
them, saying, Be of good cheer; it is 1; be not 
afraid.” “Then they willingly received Him into 
the ship : and immediately the ship was at the land 
whither they went.”—JOHN vi. 17, 18, 21; MATT. 
xiv. 25-27. 

“T will come again, and receive you unto Myself ; 
that where I am, there ye may bealso. And whither 


I go ye know, and the way ye know... . Iam the 
way.”—JOHN xiv. 3, 4, 6. 


“Living or dying, Lord, 
I ask but to be Thine; 
My life in Thee, Thy life in me, 
Make heaven for ever mine.” 
H. HARBAUGH. 


IX. 
“ DEATH”—CHRIST, 


HERE is still another bright aspect 

of death presented to us in the 
Bible and in Christian experience ; even 
that from which all other bright views of 
it derive their light, and in which they all 
find their focus; namely, this,—death to 
the believer means Curist. For He, the 
Lord of life, has died; He has trod the 
dark valley before us; He has done it on 
our behalf; His footprints abide in it; 
and they are now visible to us in the light 
that He has sent into it from the farther 
side. Nay, by dying, He has abolished 
death; and having risen again, He has 
taken its place. Where once death reigned, 
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Christ now is King. His promise to be 
with His people unto the end is a pro- 
mise to give them, at the end, a new 
beginning ; and this promise He faithfully 
fulfils. They die “in the Lord”; and 
therefore, He being what He is, they die 
into life. When the Israelites, on leaving 
Egypt, arrived at the Red Sea, the pillar 
of fire and cloud, which had previously 
moved before them, came and _ stood 
between them and their pursuing enemies. 
Then, at their entrance into the land of 
promise, the Ark of the covenant went 
before them into the flooded Jordan; and 
there, in the midst of the river-bed,— 
whose waters had parted asunder when- 
ever touched by the feet of the priests 
who bare the ark,—it remained, “ until 
all the people were passed clean over 
Jordan.” It is even so with believers at 
death, which is at once their exodus from 
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earth and their entrance into heaven. 
For their true Shekinah, Ark, Priest, and 
Saviour is with them; drying up the 
waters, standing between them and all 
their enemies, blessing them with His own 
eternal life, and ministering to them an 
abundant entrance into His everlasting 
kingdom. It is not death that meets the 
believer in the valley, but death’s Con- 
queror. ‘This is shown in the Psalmist’s 
words, ‘‘ Yea, though I walk through the 
valley of the shadow of death, I will fear 
no evil; for Thou art with me.” And so, 
if, with Clement of Rome, we call death 
the Shepherd that gathers the dispersed 
of Israel into one, we must remember 
that the Shepherd is Christ. Similarly, 
when Stephen was dying, he saw “the 
Son of man standing on the right hand 
of God ;” to whom, therefore, he prayed, 
saying, ‘‘Lord Jesus, receive my spirit.” 
8 


114. The Transfigured Valley. 


To the same effect are these words of 
Paul, ‘“ Christ shall be magnified in my 
body, whether it be by life or by death. 
For to me to live is Christ, and to die is 
gain.” He virtually says, ‘Christ is all 
in all to me. If I live, I live to Him; 
and if I die, I die to Him. For me to 
live is Christ; and for me to die is Christ. 
But since life to me means Christ, life to 
me means gain; and since even death 
to me means Christ, even death to me 
means gain.” How significant also is 
the fact, proclaimed to us by the risen 
Christ, that He has the key of death! 
It means that Hr will open the door, 
and that, therefore, in the very moment 
of our death, we shall meet Him. It 
has been thus with believers in. all ages. 
With their spiritual, though not with 
their bodily eye, they have seen the 
Lord. 
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Ambrose, Bishop of Milan, when pass- 
ing away, remarked that he saw Jesus 
approaching him with a smile on His 
face. 

The dying Samuel Rutherford said, 
“Christ is holding forth His arms to 
embrace me.” 

The last entry in the journal of Charles 
Rien, a devoted gospel minister of Geneva 
in the early part of this century, was, “I 
advance with a joy not to be described 
into the dark valley, for I advance towards 
Jesus, towards my God, towards Christ, 
who has conquered for us.” 

Mr. Janeway’s dying exclamation was, 
“Oh that I could express the thou- 
sandth part of the sweetness which I now 
find in Christ! You little think what a 
Christ is worth upon a deathbed!... 
My heart is full.” 

“Bring!” once cried a dying Chris- 
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tian, looking upwards with earnest, loving 
eyes. ‘ Bring!” he repeated, still main- 
taining his upturned gaze, and taking 
no notice of the friends who had mean- 
while asked him what he wanted. Then, 
after another pause, he poured out his 
whole soul in the adoring exclamation,— 


“Bring forth the royal diadem 
To crown Him Lord of all.” 


Another, in the like condition, kept 
repeating the words, “That I may know 
Him.” But, as his strength grew less, he 
omitted one word after another, saying, 
first, “I may know Him;” then, “may 
know Him;” then, “know Him.” At 
last, when he could utter but one word, 
he now and again whispered,—* Him !” 
—“ Him !”—“ Him !” 

Of another dying man it is related that 
when, with the view of acting the part of 


“ Death” —Christ. 117 


a comforter, one said to him, “I know zz 
whom I have believed,” he vigorously 
answered, ‘‘That’s not it. It’s —‘I 
know wuHom I have believed ;’ I cannot 
allow even a preposition to come between 
me and my Saviour.” 

Sir David Brewster found the process 
of dying to be “hard work ;” but, said 
he, “Jesus will take me safe through.” 
To a friend who remarked to him, con- 
cerning a beloved one in heaven, “ You 
will see Charlie/” he replied, ‘‘I shall 
see JESuS, who created all things; JEsus, 
who made the worlds; I shall see Him 
as He is.” Then, kindling into a holy 
enthusiasm of joy, he impressively added, 
“T shall see Jesus, and that will be 
granal” 

When Frances Ridley Havergal was 
expiring, her countenance shone as with a 
celestial radiance ; and she tried to sing, 
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But just when she had uttered one word, 
she passed away. That word was—“ He.” 
Thus, even in death, she saw “Jesus 
only.” 

The late Eliza Fletcher, a devoted 
Christian worker in Glasgow, repeatedly 
said, “ What must it be to see His face! 
What will the first five minutes with Jesus 
Dee 

When the youthful daughter of a well- 
known professional man in Edinburgh 
was recently dying, she feelingly said, 
“T am knocking—knocking—knocking.” 
Then, witha look of pleased surprise, she 
exclaimed, ‘The door is open: I see 
Jesus!” and quickly passed into His 
presence. 

Among the dying utterances of the late 
Sir George Burns, Bart., “the Patriarch of 
Wemyss Bay,” were these,—“ I have very 
many thoughts of God and Christ, and 
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almost a glimpse in at the door to heaven.” 
“T long to see Thee, O Jesus, but not a 
moment before Thou pleasest.” ‘Oh, 
the bright glory! The throne of God 
and the Lamb! I shall be there. I do 
not care who else I am to see. I shall 
see Jesus, and be like Him.” ‘“ Lord 
Jesus, come, come; I am waiting, I am 
ready.” 

“J have seen the other world,” feebly 
whispered one who had just been all but 
gone, “and I am surprised that Chris- 
tians should be afraid to die. When I 
first entered the valley, it was cold and 
dreary; and the river looked dark and 
drumly. But when Hr came—what a 
change! Then all was bright ; the river 
was like crystal; and on the stepping- 
stones across it I passed quite easily. to 
near the other side. So, when I then 
recovered, and found myself still in this 
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world, I felt a moment’s regret that I had 
not got home.” 

The Rey. Dr. Andrew A. Bonar relates 
that, to the question, “ How does dying 
appear to you, now that you are so near 
the end?” the one thus addressed replied, 
“T never look at dying. I keep my eyes 
on Christ, who has the keys of hell and 
death.” 

Such experiences prove that, in the 
deepest darkness of the valley, believers 
may be “light in the Lord”; that when 
the world is receding from their view, 
they may still, by faith, keep “looking 
unto Jesus;” and that they may thus 
have anew fulfilled to them the Saviour’s 
words, ‘The world seeth Me no more, 
but ye see Me.” 

Even to very young children may all 
this be intensely real. 

A dying child, when asked, “Is the 


spe 
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valley very dark?” replied, “I do not see 
the valley ; I just see Him.” 

“Wee Jeanie,” who died at the age of 
four years and four months, and who had 
previously shown an intelligent love to 
Christ, was overheard, amid her sore 
strugglings for breath, praying, “ Gentle 
Jesus! bless wee Jeanie.” When friends 
simply spoke to her of going to the 
“happy land,” her eye remained dull and 
expressionless ; but whenever they named 
to her—not the p/ace, but the PERSON 
whose presence makes it the ‘“ happy 
land,” her eye brightened up with a look 
of loving delight. 

“Oh, pastor,” said lately a Chinese 
mother, whom death had just bereaved of 
her little daughter, to the missionary * who 
had brought the Gospel to them, “the 


* Rev. James Webster of Manchuria, 
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grave has become a new place since 
Jesus came to our village.” This young 
girl sang, on the day of her death, the 
hymn ending with the lines,— 


“Jesus loves me! He will stay 
Close beside me all the way ; 
If love Him, when I die 
He will take me up on high.” 


“Mother,” she then asked, “do you 
believe that?” “ Yes, my child,” replied 
the mother. “Then,” continued the 
dying child, “why weep?” ‘Thus, “ out 
of the mouth of babes,” Christ perfects 
praise. 

It is, therefore, the simple fact that, to 
believers, death means Christ. For them 
to fall under the stroke of death is to be 
enfolded in the arms of the Prince of 
life ; for them to leave their all in death 
is to find their all, for evermore, in Christ. 


““ Death" —Christ. . 123 


Behind its veil of gloom, through which 
a skeleton hand stretches forth to them, 
Christ stands; saying, “Fear not.” “I 
am He that liveth, and was dead; and, 
behold, I am alive for evermore, Amen.” 
And, “Because I live, ye shall live 
also.” 

There is a picture of death, so drawn 
by a skilful artist that its face, though 
wearing an aspect of most horrible ghast- 
liness when viewed from a distance, is 
yet found on closer inspection to be the 
lovely face of an angel. This latter is 
death’s aspect to the believer: and the 
one who here meets him is the Angel of 
the Covenant. Like the glory-cloud on 
the Mount of Transfiguration, the cloud 
of death which Christ brings with Him 1s 
the secret place of His pavilion, into which 
He then welcomes believing souls to be 
with Himself. It is the “ cypress-shaded 
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avenue” through which He conducts 
His weary pilgrims into the shining city 
of the King. 

And what, to such a one, is the grave? 
It is the retiring chamber where he is 
unclothed and clothed upon; where he 
exchanges his working-day attire, now 
sadly worn, and torn, and soiled, for the 
rich festal robes with which Heaven 
provides him, and in which he will 
appear with Christ when He cometh in 
His glory. It is ‘‘God’s Acre,” where 
his body, sown in corruption, shall be 
raised in incorruption. One calls it ‘‘the 
gleaming footmark of an angel that seeks 
us.” It is the valley of Achor, to be 
transformed in due time into a door of 
hope ; the valley of Baca, where tears 
shall be turned into jewels, and sighing 
into singing; the valley of Decision, 
where the devourer shall be devoured, 
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the slayer slain, and the last enemy 
changed into an undying friend. It is 
the place where the Lord lay, the couch 
whereon He rested, and from which He 
rose again “the firstfruits of them that 
slept.” 

“ BEHOLD, WHAT MANNER OF LOVE THE 
FATHER HATH BESTOWED UPON US, THAT 
WE SHOULD BE CALLED THE SONS OF 
Gop... . IT DOTH NOT YET APPEAR WHAT 
WE SHALL BE; BUT WE KNOW THAT 
WHEN HE SHALL APPEAR, WE SHALL BE 
LIKE HIM; FOR WE SHALL SEE HIM as 
£1E, is.” 


“ Such are the hopes that cheer the just.” 


It is no metaphor, no exaggeration, but 
only plain prose, that “our Saviour Jesus 
Christ hath abolished death.” 

Mhserefore, “Bless: the Lord;,O) my 
soul: and all that is within me. bless His 
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holy name... . Who redeemeth thy life 
from destruction; who crowneth thee 
with lovingkindness and tender mercies.” 
“In my flesh I shall see God.” TI shall 
behold the brow on which, for me, once 
sat the thorny crown. I shall look into 
the eyes that wept for me ; scan the visage 
that was marred for me: listen to the 
voice that groaned for me; clasp the 
scarred hands and kiss the scarred feet 
that were nailed for my advantage to the 
bitter cross: I shall see that ‘‘same Jesus ” 
who loved me and gave Himself for me; 
and, in glad accord with all my fellow- 
heirs, shall lay my crown on the glittering 
heap before His footstool. Oh, what a 
prospect! It is “a far more exceeding 
and eternal weight of glory.” It is im- 
measurably beyond all that we can de- 
scribe in words, or even grasp in thought. 
Its greatness is unsearchable. Language 
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fails. Reason is surpassed. Imagina- 
tion folds her wings. All our powers lie 
baffled. 


‘(A MAN IN CHRIST, . . . CAUGHT UP INTO ParR- 
ADISE, . . . HEARD UNSPEAKABLE WORDS.” 


“ Come then, expressive silence, muse Hts pratse 1” 


X. 


WHAT THEN? 


**© death, where is thy sting? O grave, where 
is thy victory ?’’—z Cor. xv. 55. 


**T would not have you to be ignorant, brethren, 
concerning them which are asleep, that ye sorrow 
not, even as others which have no hope. For if we 
believe that Jesus died and rose again, even so them 
also which sleep in Jesus will God bring with Him.” 
—1 THESS. iv. 13, 14. 


**Be ye holy ; for I am holy.”—z PETER i. 16. 


*« Bear ye one another’s burdens, and so fulfil the 
law of Christ.” —GAL. vi. 2. 


‘*Rejoice in the Lord alway: and again I say 
Rejoice.” —PHIL. iv. 4. 


x 
WHAT THEN? 


ND now, all these things being so :— 

since Christ hath abolished death 
for all who believe on Him; since what 
is called death is no longer the thing of 
terror that it used to be; since it is now, 
on the contrary, an Hxodus, by which we 
get relief from every trouble; a Home- 
coming to be with Christ and with all our 
perfected brethren, in His Father’s house ; 
a Sleep, when tired nature can hold out 
no longer; an Awaking, when the dis- 
embodied spirit enters on the glad realities 
of the eternal world; an Afocalypse, re- 
vealing to us the glories of eternity, and 
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explaining to us the harassing mysteries 
of the present life; a Going to Zion, there 
to worship and serve God, day and night 
without end; a Fruzt-bearing to the glory 
of God and the good of men: and, in 
short, Curist,—for in all the full sense 
of the words we then “win Christ,”—- 
What then? What ought to be the 
practical outcome of it all? What kind 
of life ought we now to live? The answer 
is threefold. 


I. We should live above the fear of death, 
The valley, where once it reigned, still 
exists; but the reality of the evil being 
gone, we should not be frightened by the 
mere recollection of it. To the eye of 
sense, death itself is still there; but 
“Things are not as they seem.” What 
looks like death is only a shadow; and 
faith sees through the shadow into the 
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light of the life eternal beyond it. “There 
is but a step between me and death,” says 
reason; ‘There is but a step between me 
and the higher life,” says faith. Our path, 
even in the valley, is the path of life ; and 
it leads right through it into the higher 
life beyond. It is admitted that, as an 
effect must have a cause, the shadow of 
death in the valley implies that some- 
where near the valley death itself still 
exists. And for unbelievers it continues 
to be a veritable calamity. The fact, 
however, remains that, for believers, the 
valley is no longer the valley of death, but 
is only the valley of the shadow of it. 
And just as the shadow of a serpent can- 
not poison, nor the shadow of a flame 
burn, nor the shadow of a sword cut, so 
neither can the shadow of death kill. 
Like Bunyan’s chained lions, which could 
not touch his pilgrims, however fiercely 
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they might growl at them, death 1s so 
restrained that it cannot once come nigh 
to us. Being between us and the light, 
it casts a shadow athwart our path; but 
that is all. It may threaten, it may even 
pursue us, but what of that? A dog may 
bay the moon, but can he quench its 
light? He may hunt a swallow, but can 
he catch it? As little can death do 
harm to our souls. It will prostrate the 
body ; but my body is not my living self. 
In dying, I change my clothes, my tent, 
my dwelling-place, the country of my 
temporary sojourn ; but my personal iden- 
tity continues ; it is even raised to new 
honours, powers, and felicities. There 
is nothing in death that need distress 
us. Death is dead. “It is no longer 
death to die.” It is but a passing to the 
life of heaven. Oh, Prince of Life, let 
us only see Thee, and we shall never 
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see death, nor even be troubled by its 
shadow! 


Il. We should be comforted in regard to 
our dead in Christ. It is well with them. 
Their excellences are all perfected ; their 
defects are all gone; their happiness is 
complete. ‘They suffer no more, and 
sorrow no more, and sin no more. They 
have entered into the joy of their Lord, 
and they know that it is to be thus 
with them for ever. Why then pity 
them ? 


“ Why inconsoiable, as those 
To whom no hope is given?” 


To fail in this way is'to be like the heathen, 
who are hopeless in their sorrow, and 
whose despair in the presence of death 
appears very touchingly in many of the 
epitaphs found on their tombs ; such as, 
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“ Once I was not; now I am not.”—“ Our 
hope was in our boy; now all is ashes 
and lamentation.”—“Oh, death, thou hast 
robbed me of my all for ever.”—“ Fare- 
well, farewell, oh, sweetest, for ever and 
eternally, farewell.” It is to be even worse 
than some of them. For pagans have 
been known, in times of bereavement, to 
seek for comfort in the thought of a life 
beyond the present. Egyptian, Assyrian, 
and Roman remains point in this direction 
Thus, among the antiquities in Guelma, 
in North Africa, the writer saw a tomb- 
stone—a monolith of rose-coloured marble 
—whose inscription and carved work pro- 
claim the hope of a bright hereafter. It 
was erected by a youthful Roman in 
memory of his deceased wife. Near its 
summit is a wreath enclosing their portrait 
busts. A garland hangs from the cornice. 
On one side near the foot is the represen- 


What then? 137 


tation of a door which opens out, shutting 
and almost shut—a sign that she who has 
just left her earthly home will never again 
return to it; but above it a door which 
opens in is beginning to open—a token 
that she is welcomed now into a better 
home. That this is the meaning is proved 
by what appears on the opposite side of 
the monument, where, below, is the figure 
of a winged child holding a_ reversed 
flambeau—the symbol of death; while, 
above it, is the figure of a cock crowing— 
the sign of a new day. ‘Then, as this 
latter figure is standing on what looks like 
a serpent, bent into the form of a loop,— 
thought to be the symbol of eternity,— 
this may point to the enduring nature of 
the future life. Now, if such a one, even 
amid his heathen darkness, could thus 
struggle against a crushing grief, surely 
we who live in the full splendour of the 
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Gospel light should be, “though sorrow- 
ful, yet alway rejoicing.” It was thus with 
the early Christians. What appears in 
connection with their burial places, in the 
catacombs of Rome, shows how complete 
was their victory over death. We there 
find such symbols as the olive branch, 
the palm, the evergreen leaf, the harp, 
the vine, clustering grapes, and garlands 
of roses—all betokening peace, tender- 
ness, hope, and joy. There also we 
have such inscriptions as, “In peace,”— 
“In Christ,” Constantia, ever faith- 
ful, went to God,”’—“ The sleeping-place 
of Elpis,’—‘“Terentianus “ves.” And 
there, again, we see /rescoes, represent- 
ing such scenes as the three Hebrews 
safe and happy in a burning furnace; 
the sea-monster disgorging Jonah on 
the shore; the raising of Lazarus; the 
Good Shepherd carrying His lost one 
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home. Nothing there speaks of defeat 
or sadness ; everything proclaims triumph 
and joy. 

It should be so with us, in regard to 
our dead in Christ. Even as to ourselves, 
the loss occasioned by their removal is 
but partial and temporary. They are not 
wholly severed from us. We have still 
one life with them in Christ ; and, in His 
presence, we shall one day rejoin their 
fellowship. 


“On the earth the broken arcs; 
In the heaven the perfect round.” 


Instead of seeking the living among the 
dead,—looking only at the empty chair, 
the silent grave, and the darkening past, 
we should live under the powers of the 
world to come,—looking up to the 
honoured seat which they now fill, and 
forward to “our gathering together unto 
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Him.” The world tells us that we have 
lost these friends. When attending once 
a child’s funeral, the writer noticed that 
just as the little coffin was being taken 
from the house, and when the _heart- 
stricken mother, in a very paroxysm of 
grief, moved a few steps after it, loudly 
exclaiming, ‘Oh, my bairn ! my bairn!” 
one—a Job’s comforter—grasping her by 
the shoulder, gruffly said to her—“ Whisht! 
she’s no yours noo!” ‘That is the cold 
cheer which the world gives to bereaved 
mourners. But we have not so learned 
Christ. What! Not mine now! My 
dearly beloved one whom death has taken 
no longer mine! If I believed that my 
heart would sink. But I do not believe 
it. I know that it is not true. My dead 
in Christ are still Azs—death has not 
severed them from Him; and He is still 
mine—life has not parted Him from 
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me; therefore are they still mine zm 
Flim. 
“Thou’rt mine, yes, still thou art mine own! 
Who tells me thou art lost ? 
But yet thou art not mine alone, 
I own that He who cross’d 
My hopes has greatest right in thee.” 


We have zof lost our dead in Christ. 
Our family circle has not been really 
broken by their removal. They and we 
still belong to “the whole family in heaven 
and earth.” Through them also we are 
more closely drawn to all the redeemed 
in heaven than we ever were before. 
Thus our circle is, in a sense, enlarged, 
and the “far country” brought near. We 
are voyaging to the heavenly shore ; and 
when, every now and again, some of our 
party fall overboard and disappear beneath 
the wave, it looks as if we were leaving 
them behind us in the mighty deep. But 
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— 


the reverse is true. They have been 
suddenly carried forward to our “ desired 
haven,” where now they wait to welcome 
us. 


“For she was mine, and she is mine, 
Alone I closed her soft black e’e; 
But at the pearly gates I ken 
She’s waitin’ me, she’s waitin’ me.” * 


We are not going farther and farther 
away from them, we are drawing nearer 
and nearer to them. So, by our desire to 
see them again, we should look, not back- 
wards, but forwards; not downwards, but 
upwards. We should ever keep looking 
unto Jesus, with whom our departed ones 
now are. Nay,— 


“DEPARTED, say we? is it 
Departed, or come nigh ? 


* A. H. Dunlop. 


What then? 


Dear friends in Christ more visit 
Than leave us when they die. 
What thin veil still may hide them 
Some little sickness rends, 
And, lo! we stand beside them, 
Are they departed friends ? 


“Fail, perfected immortals! 
Even now we bid you hail! 
We at the blood-stained portals, 
And ye within the veil! 
The thin cloud-veil between us 
Is mere dissolving breath, 
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One heavens surround, and screen us; 


And where art thou, O death?” * 


Ill. We should redeem the time. 


This 
means that we should be 4oly, useful, and 


happy. 


(1) With regard to the first of these 


* W B. Robertson, D.D. 


methods of redeeming the time, the fact 
that we shall not be sinlessly holy in this 
life is no reason why we should indolently 
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yield to temptation. Our hope of ultimate 
complete conformity to the character of 
Christ should make such a course impos- 
sible. ‘‘ Every man that hath this hope in 
Him purifieth himself, even as He is pure.” 
While not yielding to the delusion that we 
have no sin, we must hold ourselves bound 
to war against all sin. For our own com- 
fort also we must act thus. . For, just as 
we more or less live in sin, death will have 
more or less work to accomplish in us. 
The pains of a dying body are bad enough 
in themselves ; but the matter is unspeak- 
ably worse, when to these are added the 
greater pains of the dying of corrupt affec- 
tions. If, however, by God’s help, we 
mortify the deeds of the body now, 
death will have nothing to kill but our 
mortality. 

(2) The second method of redeeming 
the time, namely, that of being useful, is 
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equally binding and important. We are 
justified by faith; but “faith without 
works is dead.” Hence, while saying, 
“ Blessed are all they that trust in| Him,” 
the Scriptures also say, “ Blessed are they 
that do His commandments ;” “ He that 
doeth the will of God abideth for ever ;” 
“Well done, good and faithful servant ;” 
“Their works do follow them.” Nothing 
is more thoroughly practical than faith in 
Jesus Christ. It fits us for living as well 
as for dying, for earth as well as. for 
heaven. Nay, it fits us for life in heaven, 
by constraining us to bring about a heaven 
upon earth. Its supreme aim is to. make 
us, not comfortable Christians, but use- 
ful Christians. Worldliness is bad, but 
“ otherworldliness” is no better. It is no 
sure sign of a man being unworldly that 
he is weary of life, and impatient to escape 
from it. We prove our fitness for the 
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better world by helping to make ¢his a 
better world. By Christ’s appointment 
we are in the world for the world’s good. 
While, therefore, refusing to save our life 
for selfish ends, we should earnestly try to 
preserve it for well-doing. We should 
fight “the battle of death” by all lawful 
exertions to keep death at arm’s length, 
as long as this can be done; so that we 
may be of the greatest possible service to 
our fellows. The statement that “A man 
is immortal till his work be done,” though 
true of whoever is thoroughly loyal to 
Christ, is yet not true of the sluggard. 
The latter may die before the work which 
Christ gave him to do is even well begun. 
It is not faith that says, “ Things are all 
right; or, if wrong, they will right them- 
selves; or God will right them without 
our interference ; it will be all the same 
a hundred years hence, however we act 
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or refrain from acting.” That is the lan- 
guage of unbelief, of indolence, of pre- 
sumption. Things are zof¢ all right ; many 
things are far wrong ; nor will God right 
them without human instrumentality ; nor 
will it be all the same a hundred years 
hence, whatever course we follow. Life 
here is the seedtime of life hereafter 
The present grows into the future. 
“Whatsoever a man soweth, ¢a¢ shall he 
also reap.” And faith is that which, 
by changing our present from sin to 
righteousness, transforms our future from 
gloom to glory. It is no empty, impal- 
pable, unworkable sentiment; no bare 
assent to some abstract proposition ; but 
a living, powerful, energetic principle. 
It is the life of God in the soul of man. 
If then we really have faith, we shall in 
God’s name bestir ourselves to make 
sthing right. What is the use of praying, 
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“Thy will be done in earth, as it is in 
heaven,” if we do not, in “the ability 
which God giveth,” exert ourselves to 
have our prayer answered? ‘Things in 
heaven are all right; we need not trouble 
ourselves about them. But it is other- 
wise here; and God’s way is to conquer 
evil through the efforts of His people. 
Life is ours, that we should live it to the 
glory of God and to the good of men; 
and death is ours, that the thought of it 
should not disturb usin our work. We 
must not be constantly thinking of death, 
for this would unfit us for meeting it. 
The way to be always ready for dying is 
to be always in Christ, always full of His 
Spirit, and always doing the duties of 
the passing hour. If we live the, life 
of the righteous, we shall die the death 
of the righteous. We should think of 
present privilege, and embrace it; of 
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present duty, and do it; of present sin, 
and be its resolute foe. Life is not a 
trifle to be thought lightly of; but a 
matter of inestimable worth, to be care: 
fully husbanded. “ Life is real, life is 
earnest.” And never was this more so 
than at present. Formative influences 
are at work now which are singularly 
potent. We live in stirring times. This 
is a high-pressure age, a great epoch- 
making period. Things move onward 
now with a run and a rush. ‘The very 
foundations of society are being tested. 
Inquiry, which will not be put down, is 
forcing everything to give an account of 
itself. Truth and error, good and evil, 
right and wrong, heaven and hell, are met 
in deadly conflict. “Now is the judg- 
ment”—the crisis—“of this world.” 
Mighty forces are doing their utmost 
in the God-appointed, God-favoured work 
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of undermining and demolishing whatever 
is not built on truth and righteousness ; 
and giant energies of an opposite cha- 
racter are struggling to gain ¢#ezr end, in 
utter and universal anarchy. Momentous 
issues, for weal or for woe, hang on what 
is being now transacted. God seems 
to be saying, in a manner peculiarly 
solemn, “Yet once more I shake not 
the earth only, but also heaven.” In 
such circumstances, the importance of 
living in these days is nothing short of 
tremendous. 


“We are living, we are dwelling, 
In a grand and awful time, 
In an age on ages telling— 
To be living is sublime.” 


We should therefore be up and doing 
to make the most of our opportunities. 
Instead of indolently and morbidly staring 
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at the symbols of our mortality—the skull 
and cross-bones, and the ghastly skeleton, 
with its long and sharpened scythe—we 
should fixedly gaze on living men, in 
living flesh and blood, with living wants 
for both time and eternity, which we have 
it in our power to supply. ‘The eyes of 
a fool are in the ends of the earth”; 
but—*“‘ Ponder the path of thy feet,” is 
the dictate of heavenly wisdom. The 
ideal of the Christian life is not monas- 
ticism. Christ was no monk. He came 
eating and drinking. He mingled freely 
with the crowds. He sought after out- 
casts and saved them. He went about 
continually doing good. And as it was 
with Himself so is it now with His religion. 
It is instinct with the spirit of His own 
beneficent love. He Himself indeed is 
in His people. So, having entrusted our 
all to His gracious keeping, we should 
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concentrate our whole heart and mind on 
the doing of His will; not troubling our- 
selves about the future. When a plain 
Scotch woman was once asked, in doleful 
tones, if she had grace to die with, she 
quietly answered, “I am in fairly good 
health at present, and was not thinking of 
dying. God is giving me grace to enjoy 
life and to do my work, and with this I 
am content. As for grace to die with, 
ll get it when I need it; but God never 
gives us grace to pooch/” This was a 
sensible reply. We do not require a large 
reserve stock of grace for the future ; for 
the God of all grace Himself is ever with 
us. It has been so in the past,—“ The 
Lord hath been mindful of us ;” “ Of His 
fulness have all we received, and grace 
for grace.” It will be so in the future,— 
“He will bless us”; “The Lord will 
give grace and glory.” While, therefore, 
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gratefully saying, ‘‘ Ebenezer,” let us hope- 
fully add, “ Jehovah-jireh” ; and, there- 
upon, ‘‘ with both hands earnestly ” push 
on our work. Let us hear the word of 
the Lord and do it. Let us labour and 
pray that the love of God in Christ 
may be so apprehended by all men that 
the one jarring note introduced by sin 
into nature’s harmony shall be for ever 
silenced. 

(3) And now, what of the third way of 
redeeming the time,—even that of being 
happy? Does much importance attach 
to it? Unquestionably yes. It is of 
great practical consequence that we be, 
not only zealously holy, and zealously 
useful, but also zealously happy. For, 
just as we rejoice in God, we shall be 
strong to do His will, and to do it also 
in such a way as will most effectively 
commend His service to our neighbours. 
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And why should we zo¢ be happy? The 
worldling sings,— 


“Hope springs immortal in the human breast ; 
Man never is, but always to be blest.” 


But ours is a loftier strain. We not only 
are to de blest; we ave blest. Here and 
now it is well with us. All needed good 
is ours in Christ. He Himself is the 
supreme good in which our spirits find 
repose. Therefore ought we to be happy, 
—happy as the day is long, and happy 
every day. We make a sad mistake when 
we look only to the future world for 
happiness ; regarding the present world 
as only a Bochim, a valley of Achor, a 
wilderness, a house of bondage; fit 
enough for sighs, and tears, and lamen- 
tations, but quite unfit for songs,— 
excepting some such mournful ones 
as,— 
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“OQ, how the Lord’s song shall we sing 
Within a foreign land ?” 


Or, 


“© Paradise, O Paradise, 
*Tis weary waiting here.” 


It need not be weary waiting here—at 
all events, so long as we have any oppor- 
tunity of doing good, and any strength 
left for doing it. ‘“‘ Blessed are the dead 
who die in the Lord”; but blessed also 
are the living who live in Him. This 
world does not belong to the devil. He 
is in it; but he is here as a usurper. 
“The earth is the Lord’s,” and He 
reigns King of kings for the world’s weal. 
Let us rejoice in Him and co-operate with 
Him, and we shall be free from the very 
thought of weariness ; having neither time 
nor heart for it. The fact that death is 
abolished, so far from diminishing our 
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enjoyment of life, should greatly enhance 
it. In the words of the late Professor 
George Wilson, “To none is life so sweet 
as to those who have lost all fear to die.” 
We may have heaven here: we may have 
the joys of the life which is to come in 
the life that now is; for, here and ‘now, 
the grace of the Lord Jesus Christ, the 
love of God, the fellowship of the Holy 
Spirit, and the communion of saints are 
free to us. Nor are earthly blessings 
withheld. Our heavenly Father knoweth 
that we need these things; and faithfully 
He supplies them to us. This also He 
does, not simply to keep us in bare 
existence, but to promote our happiness. 
He giveth us richly all things—to emjoy. 
Be it ours then to be abundantly happy, 
enjoying everything in God and God in 
everything; and let our songs be, not 
mournful M/sereres, but jubilant Hosannas. 
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‘‘Am I wrong to be always so happy? This 

world is full of grief; 

Yet there is laughter of sunshine, to see the 
crisp green on the leaf. 

Daylight is ringing with song-birds, and brook- 
lets are crooning by night; 

And why should I make a shadow where God 
makes all so bright ? 

Earth may be wicked and weary, yet cannot I 
help being glad ; 

There is sunshine without and within me, and 
how should I mope or be sad? 

God would not flood me with blessings, mean- 
ing me only to pine 

Amid all the bounties and beauties He pours 
upon me and mine; 

Therefore will I be grateful, and therefore will 
I rejoice ; 

My heart is singing within me; sing on, O 
heart and voice.” * 


It is not the fact that we displease 
Christ and injure His cause when we 
enjoy life and its blessings. The truth is 


* Walter C. Smith, D.D, 
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all the other way. Even in Old Testa- 
ment times, His Spirit taught men to utter 
such stirring words as,—‘‘ Go your way, 
eat the fat, and drink the sweet, and send 
portions unto them for whom nothing is 
prepared, neither be ye sorry, for the 
joy of the Lord is your strength.” ‘Be 
glad in the Lord and rejoice, ye righteous : 
and shout for joy, all ye that are upright 
in heart.” ‘O sing unto the Lord a new 
song.” 

Then, in the days of His flesh, He 
taught His disciples to be happy even 
amid persecution, saying, ‘‘ Let not your 
heart be troubled.” ‘Peace be unto 
you.” ‘Be of good cheer.” ‘Blessed are 
ye, when men shall revile you, and per- 
secute you, and shall say all manner of evil 
against you falsely, for My sake. Rejoice, 
and be exceeding glad.” “These things 
have I spoken unto you, that My joy 
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might remain in you, and that your joy 
might be full.” 

And it is even so still. By the same 
word and Spirit He now addresses us. 
To all believing on Him, His earnest, 
loving, urgently authoritative call is, 
“ REJOICE EVERMORE.” 

Thus does Christ, thus does God 
in Christ—“ the God of peace,” ‘ the 
blessed God ”—invite, counsel, and com- 
mand us to be sharers with Him in His 
own felicity, and in this way to be more 
than conquerors over all our foes, includ- 
ing even the last enemy—Death, 


Let us nor sAy Him Nay, 
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